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calling to my bones and heart; and as we paused for a moment
at one of the halts, I would look eagerly from the window and
scan the dark faces of the guards, and seek for recognition in
those of the tribesmen who watched immutably the passage of
this engine of civilization. My whole physical being glowed to
the warmth of the desert, and my eye lifted with gladness to the
sight of the curling Nile which would appear and reappear,
glistening white against the reds and purples of the sand and hills.

My first Sudanese night closed in upon me, the cerulean of the
sky being extracted before the injection of pink and orange,
flooding to red like the cutting of a human artery in waler.
Purple clouds hovered in the skies, like vultures waiting to devour
the landscape. No wind stirred. Then for a brief half-hour
sight and sound were arrested while the afterglow, something
unparalleled in its loveliness, battled with night, and then quite
suddenly went out. A cool wind arose from off the desert and
the sky became black, inky black, and high in it the stars were
hung like tiny lanterns. Those who dwelt or hovered beside the
railway halts drew their burnouses closely around their heads,
and I could see only their black eyes twinkling in the lights of
the stationary train. My body reposed in all the European
comfort of Lord Kitchener's masterpiece of engineering, but my
heart was far away in dreamland among the encampments of the
Bedouin.

The morning came and we were at Atbara, and soon thereafter
crossing the great railway bridge which spans the Blue Nile at
Khartoum. For a moment it repelled mo, but I had no time
then to think of the desert or to attempt to recapture my dreams ;
for already I was being inspected and considered by those of the
Regiment who had joined the train north of the river and who
desired to sec what manner of person was the latest recruit to the
Regiment

For six weeks I paraded on the sandy square before the British
barracks learning again what I already know and could achieve
with perfection, rifle exorcises and foot drill. But I was dismissed
from the square long before more senior subalterns had succeeded
in pleasing the Adjutant, Crake, who was a stickler for perfection.
And then, apart from parades and social obligations, I was free
to follow my heart into the desert.

When the sun was at its zenith and others were sleeping in
their quarters during the midday heat, clad in an open shirt and
loose trousers I would mount my pony and ride out into the